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IN THE YELLOWSTONE 



Little pin-prick geysers, spitting and sputtering; 

Little foaming geysers, that spatter and cough; 

Bubbling geysers, that gurgle out of the calyx of morning- 
glory pools; 

Laughing geysers, that dance in the sun, and spread their 
robes like lace over the rocks; 

Raging geysers, that rush out of hell with a great noise, 
and blurt out vast dragon-gulps of steam, and, 
finishing, sink back wearily into darkness; 

Glad geysers, nymphs of the sun, that rise, slim and nude, 
out of the hot dark eartb, and stand poised in 
beauty a moment, veiling their brows and breasts 
in mist; 

Winged geysers, spirits of fire, that rise tall and straight 
like a sequoia, and plume the sky with foam: 

O wild choral fountains, forever singing and seething, 
forever boiling in deep places and leaping forth for 
bright moments into the air, 

How do you like it up here? Why must you go back to 
the spirits of darkness? What do you tell them 
down there about your little glorious life in the sun? 



UTAH 

It was a queer country your harsh Lord gave you, 
Great Brigham, whom I see coated and curled 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

In bronze before me in the public square! 

It was a scraped and shining skeleton, 

Gnawed to the bone long since at God's first breakfast 

And thrown away to bleach out in the sun. 

Yet here He led you — 

The Lord and his vicegerent Joseph Smith — 

He ordered you 

To take the dead earth from His niggard hand 

And set His Throne up by the salty sea — 

The little bucketful of ocean, poured 

Over the desert's feet between the hills. 

And so you starved and prayed, 

Thirsted and starved and prayed through the lean years, 

Keeping the faith, digging your little ditches, 

Making the desert blossom as the rose. 

You married many wives, 

And got you many children to fulfil 

The special order whispered in the night 

To His apostle by the Lord Himself — • 

The God of Abraham, of Saul and David, 

Of Solomon and other lustful kings. 

And here, tithe upon tithe, stone upon stone, 
Your saints built up His throne unto the Lord 
From plans the angel taught your hand to draw: 
His new Solomon's Temple, heaven-remembered, 
To rise again here at the western gate, 
And prove His glory in these latter days ! 
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Great Brigham, sleeping now under the desert 
With all your wives, 

What summary vengeance have you meted out 
To that ironic angel? 

He alone builds 
Who builds for beauty, shrining his little truth 
In stones that make it fair. 



IN HIGH PLACES 

My mountains, God has company in heaven — 

Crowned saints who sing to him the sun-long day. 

He has no need of speech with you — with you, 

Dust of his foot-stool ! No, but I have need. 

Oh, speak to me, for you are mine as well — 

Drift of my soul. I built you long ago; 

I reared your granite masonry to make 

My house of peace, and spread your flowered carpets, 

And set your blue-tiled roof, and in your courts 

Made musical fountains play. Ah, give me now 

Shelter and sustenance and liberty, 

That I may mount your sky-assailing towers 

And hear the winds communing, and give heed 

To the large march of stars, and enter in 

The spirit-crowded courts of solitude. 
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